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Perceptions are funny. When I was a newborn and still 
in the hospital, one of the visitors to the maternity ward 
told my mother that I looked “like a Dresden doll.” Yet 
when I was in grade school, some ignorant kid said 
to me, “You look like you’ve been run over by a Mack 
truck.” When I was in my twenties, I was told that I 
look “like Kennedy from MTV.” That one baffled me. 
Was it the fact that we both wore glasses? Around that 
same time, I was informed that I looked like Melissa 
Gilbert of Little House on the Prairie fame. That one 
amused me. 


A few years later, at a restaurant, a teenager approached 
me, acting for all the world like she knew me. Finally 
realizing I was not the girl she thought, she demanded, 
“But do you know Beverly Caldwell? You look just 
like her!” That one intrigued me. I keep hoping to run 
into the mysterious Bev, to see “me.” Alas, although I 
have met thousands of people, I have yet to meet Ms. 
Caldwell. 


I have been told by a DVC student that I look like 1 
come from “some interesting ethnic extraction.” That 
would be Swedish and German-Swiss, with a wee bit of 
I rish that expresses itself in my emerald eyes. I have alsc 
been told by a student, in no uncertain terms, “I bet you 
would get plastic surgery if you had the money.” I have 
plenty of money, thank you. And no, I will never get 
plastic surgery. Don’t be ridiculous. 


I have been told by older people through the years that 
I look like Princess Grace of Monaco, which pleases me. 
Older people have also through the decades declared 
that I look like Ingrid Bergman, which truly flatters me. 


I have been told frequently that I look quite distinctive, 
but people have also said that I blend easily into the 
crowd, go figure. I have been told I look “unremark¬ 
able,” yet in that same year a man I know announced, 
“With your peaches and cream skin and your warm anc 
winning smile, you could be a model.” 


Best of all, throughout my life, I have been told that I 
look identical to my mother. That assessment delights 
me, for she was beautiful. 


Professor Karen Schramm 

















“Going Home” 

A 21'year'old man in a Jeep Cherokee is parked on the side of the Interstate with the motor running. The car 
is packed with boxes, duffel hags, blankets, pillows, and a variety of sports equipment Almost everything he owned was 
packed away in his Jeep. He puts his head against the steering wheel and closes his eyes. The man begins to sob. It was 
never meant to be this way. He never wanted it to get out. He knew his parents wouldn't want anything to do with him. 

He knew he shouldn't have been upset though. It was him. It was who he was and nothing would change that. He was 
about an hour from his house and called the number. 

''Hello?" the voice on the other line answered. 

"Chris..." 

"Everett? What's wrong? Are you okay?" 

"They found out Chris...after four years they found out." 

"Who? And found out what?" 

"My parents...they found out about us, Chris. My dad kicked me out and told me to leave and never come back." 

"Everett. I'm so sorry. Where are you? Do you need me to get you?" 

"No. I'm about an hour from New York City. I'll be there as soon as possible." 

"Okay. Everett, I'm so sorry. If you need anything at all please don't hesitate to call. I'll be waiting here for you." 

"Thank you, Chris. I'll see you soon. I love you," he said. 

"I love you too." 

He hung up his phone and looked around. The sun was starting to go down so he decided to get going. He pulled 
onto the highway and just drove. He was only visiting his parents and packing the last boxes of his stuff to take back 
to New York City to his new apartment with Chris. He was going to eventually go through it all and get rid of some 
unimportant stuff. When his phone started ringing, it snapped him out of his thoughts. It was his older sister, Blaire. 

"Blaire?" he asked. She hadn't called him in months and now, out of the blue, she was calling. 

"Hi, Everett. I wanted to see if you were okay. Mom called me and told me what happened. She's not mad at you, 
Everett, and wants you to come home. Dad's gone, she said. He went out for the night." 

"It's too late, Blaire. I'm done. If they don't like it, then too bad. I won't go back." 

The tears started rolling down his already wet and chapped cheeks. He couldn't stand it. 

"Where are you going?" 

"To Chris'. I'm about an hour away. I have everything I need." 

"I'm actually up here now, working on a play. Tell me where he lives and I'll meet you there. 

Everett gave her the address and hung up. He loved his sister but she never kept in touch with him. She knew 
him and Chris were together for years though and supported them both and never told their parents. He took the exit he 
needed and pulled up to the high-rise apartments where Chris and he now lived. He went inside and took the elevator to 
the sixth floor and set off walking down the hall. He stopped in front of the apartment door. He opened it with his key that 
Chris gave him before he left and walked inside. Chris was sitting on the couch with a mug in his hand and looked up. 
Chris put it down as quickly as he could without spilling the steaming coffee and ran to Everett, enveloping him in a hug. 
Everett melted into Chris's arms and silently cried. He didn't want to let go but knew he had to. 

"I was so worried about you',' Chris said. Everett moved back from him, though not letting go. Glancing up, 
Everett saw Blaire in the threshold of the door. Chris let him go and stood beside him. She had the same black curls, just 
longer hair. She came over and hugged him tightly. 

"I missed you, little brother," she said. 

"I missed you too." 

He pulled away from her and looked down. Chris took his hand in his and smiled. 

"It's going to get better from here on out. We have each other and you're finally moving in. I couldn't have asked 
for more than this." 

Everett took him in his arms again. Chris always knew how to make him forget everything. Erom the twinkle in 
his eyes to the way he smiled. Chris was perfection to him. 

"Thank you. Eor everything," Everett said. Chris just nodded and smiled. 

"Can I help you get your stuff?" Chris asked. 


"I can get iU You dont need to help” Everett replied. 

''Too had. Tm helping anyway” 

"Me too,” Blaire said. They walked out and went to Everett's car. 

"You still have that Jeep?” Chris asked. 

"Yes. Why?” 

"You can do a lot better, you know. Well go look for a new car for you when you're settled in,” Chris said. 

"I don't want a new car. Not right now at least. Anyway, I need to start work before I even look,” Everett said. 

"I can help you out until you start working. It won't be hard. I'm sure Blaire can get you a spot in the play.” 

Noticing the contents in the Jeep, Chris let out an exclamation, "Wow! What's with all this sports stuff?” 

"It was just from when I was younger. Most of my stuff is going anyway so don't worry.” 

"It's okay, Everett. Tmjust surprised I guess.” 

Everett laughed and grabbed his last duffel bag. They went back up to the apartment and put all of his stuff in the 
guest bedroom. 

"Well, I need to be up early so I think I'm going to take off for the night. I'll see you at work Chris. Everett, you 
should come with him,” Blaire said. She gave Chris a little hug and then embraced her little brother once again. 

"See you tomorrow, Blaire,” Chris said. She walked out and Chris locked the door. He turned to Everett who 
looked ready to cry again. Everett gave Chris a look similar to that of a puppy that had just been scolded and went to sit 
down on the couch. He put his head in his hands and tried not to start crying again. 

"Are you okay, Rhett?” Chris questioned, moving over to lean against his boyfriend. 

"I don't know. A part of me is hurting and another part of me is numb. It's the worst feeling.” 

"I know. It sucks, it really does but it will be okay. I promise,” Chris said. He put his hand on Everett's back and 
kissed away the single tear that was running down his face. Everett turned to him and put his hand on Chris's cheek. 

"Thank you so much. Eor everything. You have no idea how much it means,” he said. 

"Anytime. You know I'll always be here for you.” 

Everett's cellphone started ringing. Looking down, he read the name that popped up — it was his mother. He 
looked up at Chris who nodded at him. 

"Hi mom,” he said. "No. I'm not.” 

Everett's face looked pained and Chris felt so bad for him. He got up and padded into the kitchen. He returned a 
few seconds later with a glass of water for the both of them. 

"Mom, I'm sorry. It's over. I'm done. You should have said something while I was there. I'm not going to come 
back and try and talk it out. Dad needs to realize what he did. He wanted me gone and I'm gone. His wish came true. 
Nothing is going to change that now. So don't even try. If you want to see me then you can, but I don't want him anywhere 
near me...or Chris,” he said. Even though Chris was in the kitchen for most of Everett's conversation to his mother, he 
heard every word. There was no explaining all of the emotions that were coursing through his body at the moment. He was 
so happy to have a father who accepted him for who he was. Chris handed Everett the glass as Everett hung up the phone. 

"Everything okay?” Chris asked. 

"My mom wants me to come back home and talk to my dad. I'm not going back though. I don't want to.” 

"Are you going to talk to her? I thought she was okay with...you...'' 

"I will talk to her but I won't see her unless she comes here. I won't go near that house now.” 

"Why don't you meet up with her tomorrow? I can go with you if you'd like.” 

"It's okay, Chris. I'll call her tomorrow and set up something. What time do you need to go in tomorrow?” 

"Early. About seven. You should join me tomorrow like Blaire said. Some parts are still in audition and you could 
sign up. I'm sure they'd take you.” 

"I don't know. Well see,” Everett said. 

"I hope you do come,” Chris said. He leaned down and kissed Everett softly on the lips. Everett kissed him back a 
little more fervently and proceeded to pull Chris down onto the couch. At this very moment things were perfect. And they 
would continue to be perfect, Everett knew it. 

"I love you, Chris. So very, very much,” he said, his lips gently brushing Chris's as he spoke. 

"I love you too. Eorever,” Chris replied, reattaching his lips to Everett's. 


Olivia Banta 
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A writer with no words 
I have no words for this! 

Only the feeling, the bum 

The nights of toss and turn 
Of racking my conscience 
A writer with no words 

Like the captive bird 
Just kept in bars of lies and losses 
And only the feeling the bum 

It was so hard to learn 
Looking back at all the causes 
A writer with no words 

Just disappointment and concern 
But it’s time I cut my losses 
Let go the feeling, ice the bum 

The truth has freed the bird 
Throw passion to the ashes 
But resurfacing, the feeling, the bum 
A writer with no words 


Kalina Desseaux 
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Small Talk 


In a funeral home the Deceased lies in an open casket while the Mourner stands 
beside at waist level facing the audience. 

Mourner: (looking down at the Deceased’s face, visibly distraught) What an 
asshole. You always were, now you always will be. How could you leave me here 
like this? 

Deceased: (Looks down at feet) I wish they didn’t put these socks on me. 

Mourner: You hate socks. 

Deceased: I really hate socks. 

Mourner: Socks for eternity. 

Deceased: What a nightmare. 

Mourner: This is a nightmare. I’ll take them off for you. 

Deceased: Nah, people think you’re crazy enough as it is. I think they’d escort you 
out. Just leave ‘em. 

Mourner: You were always selfish, but this has got to be your worst one yet. 
Deceased: Now don’t be mean. I’m sorry. You know I didn’t want to. 

Mourner: (Angrily) Then why? 

Deceased: I don’t know. Sometimes it just happens. You’ll understand eventually, 
but don’t ruin this for yourself today. You’ll regret it if this is our last memory. 
Mourner: As if I’ll be able to remember anything else. 

Deceased: You will. Trust me. It’ll just take some time. 

Mourner: I don’t believe you. (Wiping away tears) God, I’m such a mess. 
Deceased: Relax. You’re allowed to be sad, angry even. (Smiling, raises arm up to 
the Mourner ’s face) You can use my sleeve if you want to. 

Mourner: Shut up. 

Deceased: Your loss. (Turns head towards the Mourner) Hey, remember that time 
we were driving home from the game and it was like three in the morning and pitch 
black and we were both practically falling asleep? 

Mourner: (slight laugh) 

Deceased: Then I slammed on the brakes and you practically went through the 
windshield because I thought I saw a dog in the road. 


Mourner: (reaching up to rub forehead) But it was just a plastic bag blowing 
around. 

Deceased: How many stitches was— 

Mourner: (interrupting) Thirteen. Thirteen stitehes, a pint of blood, and a week- 
long headache. 

Deceased: Oh e’mon, don’t be so dramatie. It wasn’t that bad, you can barely even 
see the scar anymore. You were fine. At least YOU didn’t have to pay for a new 
windshield. 

Mourner: They kept me in the hospital for two days! I had a severe coneussion! 
Deceased: (teasing) Wow, I forgot how much of a wimp you are. 

Mourner: (letting out an annoyed sigh) Why are you bringing this up now? I 
shouldn’t have to be defending myself from you, you’re dead. 

Deceased: (Cringing while turning head back to face up) Aww, don’t say that. That 
sounds so ... final. 

Mourner: Well that’s what you are. What am I supposed to say? 

Deceased: (somewhat frantic) I don’t know. Gone. Passed away. Departed or 
deeeas—I don’t know. Just not dead. 

Mourner: Alright, alright. Gone. You’re gone. 

Deceased: Yea. Kinda weird huh? 

{Funeral Director enters) 

Funeral Director: (Walks up to the foot of the casket) It’s time to move on with the 
ceremony. We’ll have to close it up now. 

Deceased: (Quickly sits up in the casket, yelling) Just give us a minute here, you 

♦ 

Vineent Price-looking son of— 

Mourner: We’re almost ready, just a few more minutes. 

(The Funeral Director gives a surprised look at the Mourner and walks away) 
(Feeling the inside of the casket) Is it eomfortable in there? 

Deceased: I was always a fan of soft beds. It’s a little too firm for me. 

Mourner: Jerks. Your mom wants me to go with her next week to pick out the 
stone. 

Deceased: Sounds fun. 

Mourner: Any requests? 

Deceased: A giant middle finger. 


Mourner: (Slight laugh) I don’t think that would go over well with the family. 
Deceased: Then how about some birds? 

Mourner: That’s more like it. 

Deceased: Strange how everyone’s life amounts to a 500 pound rock in the middle 
of a field. 

Mourner: Musician? 

Deceased: Cool rock. 

Mourner: Teacher? 

Deceased: Boring rock. 

Mourner: War hero? Murderer? Mailman? 

Deceased: Hard, cold, consistent rock. 

Mourner: {Sighs) I’m gonna fall apart without you. I’ll be institutionalized in a 
month. 

Deceased: Nah.. .same stuff’s gonna happen that was always gonna happen. 
Whether I’m there or not doesn’t change anything. Except maybe you won’t have 
quite as much fun. 

Mourner: Is that supposed to make me feel better? 

Deceased: No, it’s supposed to make you laugh. 

Mourner: I told you I’m not in the mood to laugh. 

Deceased: You will be. 

Mourner: What do you think is gonna happen next? 

Deceased: Well, I guess they’ll have the service soon and then we’ll pack up and 
head to the cemetery to— 

Mourner: You know that’s not what I meant. 

Deceased: Yea. I know. 

Mourner: Are you scared? 

Deceased: What do I have to be scared of? It’s not like I can die twice, right? 
Mourner: I guess. (Looks around uncomfortably) 

Deceased: Just ask. 

Mourner: Ask what? 

Deceased: What I know you want to ask. 

Mourner: (Hesitating) Well... do you think there really is one? 


Deceased: I don’t know. I don’t think so. Wouldn’t I be... someplace, by now? 
Mourner: You never know. Maybe it takes a while to set in. It could still happen. 
Deceased: Maybe. Or maybe there’s just nothing. 

Mourner: Don’t say that. 

Deceased: Why not? It’s probably true. 

Mourner: Because I don’t wanna think of you just rotting away in the dirt. 
Deceased: Me neither. (Leaning up on one elbow as if to say something) 

(Funeral Director re-enters) 

Funeral Director: I’m sorry, but we really have to get things moving. There’s 
another service at three o’clock. 

Mourner: Alright, just one more minute, please. 

(Funeral Director impatiently looks at the clock, then at the Mourner, then to the 
clock again, shaking his head) 

{Looking back in the casket) What’s the point in trying? 

Deceased: Yea. (Looks down and around at the casket then looks back at the 
Mourner) But don’t stop trying. 

Mourner: I don’t know what I’m gonna do without you. 

Deceased: You will. {With a quiver) Stop by later tonight. At least now you’ll 
always know where I’ll be. 

Mourner: {On the verge of sobbing, pushing back tears) I wish I didn’t. 
Deceased: I know. 

{Funeral Director enters and closes the casket while the Mourner and the 
Deceased are looking at one another as the lights go out) 

Evan Troiano 


2nd Place, Literature Prize Winner 
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A FLASH FICTION PIFCE INSPIRED BY EDGAR DEGAS’ "CARRIAGE AT THE RACES" 

GO! GO! GO! BREATHING COMES FASTER GO! GO! GO! THE MINDLESS RHYTHM OF HIS 
HOOVES, THE FEELING OF RAGGED BREATH SEARING HIS LUNGS... GO! HIS BURNT COPPER COAT 
GLOSSY MOMENTS AGO, IS LATHERED WITH SWEAT; WET DIRT SPATTERS HIS LEGS AND STOM¬ 
ACH. POUNDING PULSE. CHURNING, PUMMELING, THROBBING LIMBS. GO! 

"OH. WHAT A BEAUTIFUL DAY FOR THE RACES," SIGHS MARIANNE, SITTING IN HER CAR¬ 
RIAGE, CRADLING THE BABY. “DON’T YOU THINK SO GEORGE?” THE MAN SMILES INDULGENTLY, 
THE REINS HELD TIGHTLY IN HIS HANDS. IT WOULDN’T DO FOR THE HORSES TO GET AWAY 
FROM HIM, FSPECIALLY WITH HIS MISTRESS STILL IN THE CARRIAGE. 

GO! AWAY EROM THE WHIP, AWAY FROM THE CONEUSION. AWAY FROM THE HERD. THE 
HERD MEANS SAFETY, BUT NOT TODAY. TODAY THE HERD IS A CRUSH OE BODIES, HUMAN AND 
HORSE. GO! LEGS REACH FOR IMPOSSIBLE, PUNISHING. STRIDES, SWEAT STREAKS DOWN THE 
SILKEN SIDES. RUN! 

"OH, I JUST LOVE THE EXCITEMENT HERE! THE DRUMMING OF THE HORSES’ HOOVES, THE 
EEELING OF VICTORY! OH, I DO HOPE JACK’S HORSE WINS SOMETHING!" CARRIES ON MARIANNE. 
MINDLESS OE THE CARRIAGE HORSES’ RESTLESS STAMPING. SHE TOSSES HER GOLDEN HAIR GAILY 
OVER HER SHOULDER: HER BLUE EYES BRIGHT WITH CHILDISH EXCITEMENT. AHEAD OF HER SITS 
HER BLACK TERRIER, AROUND HIS NECK A SPECIAL COLLAR TO COMMEMORATE THE OCCASION. 
THE COUNTY FAIR RACE DAY: THE GEM OF ALL LOCAL HORSE RACES. 

DIRT IN HIS EYES, SPIT ROUND HIS MOUTH. BODY ACHES, EYES STING, NOSTRILS SEAR 

HIS MUSCLES ARE STRAINING, HIS VEINS STAND OUT IN SHARP RELIEF AGAINST HIS 
SMOOTH SKIN. HE DOESN’T KNOW THESE HORSES BUT THEY ARE ALL UNIFIED IN ONE COMMON 
CAUSE. MAKE IT ACROSS THE FINISH LINE. FIRST. 

FASTER, EASTER, FASTER-GO! 

"MRS. NORTHROP, CAN I HELP YOU DOWN FROM THERE?” THE MAN WHO APPROACHES IS 
A NEIGHBOUR, DRESSED IN A SMART BLAGK SUIT AND TOP HAT WHICH HE DOEFS AT THE SIGHT 
OE THE LADY. 

"OH YES, MR ROBERTS. THAT WOULD BE WONDEREUL!” COMES MARIANNE’S FOOLISH, GIG¬ 
GLING RESPONSE, "YOU ARE SUCH A GENTLEMAN!" 

"MR NORTHTROP’S HORSE IS DOING WELL TODAY MA’AM, YOU OUGHT TO MAKE A NICE 
SUM OFF OF HIM AT AUCTION THIS YEAR” 

RUN, RUN, RUN! FASTER! EVER FASTER...COARSE HANDS ON THE REINS. JERKING HIM HERE 
AND THERE. NOW THE BRUTAL WHIP NIPPING AT HIS SIDE. IT’S LIKE BEING CHASED BY A PREDA- 








TOR, THE PANIC IS CONTAGIOUS. BUT THIS PREDATOR IS OUT OE SIGHT THE GONSEQUENCE OE 
EAILING IMPOSSIBLE TO IDENTIFY BUT TERRIFYINGLY REAL WHAT WILL HAPPEN TO HIM IF HE 
LOSES THIS RAGE? HE DOESN’T KNOW BUT SOMEHOW HE KNOWS IT CAN’T BE GOOD... 

MARIANNE FLASHES HIM A BRILLIANT SMILE. SHE TURNS TO LOOK. HERYELLOW DRESS 
FLUTTERING LIGHTLY IN THE BREEZE. SHE CLOSES HER EYES TO REVEL IN ITS SOFT CARESS, 
SOOTHING IN THE HEAT OF THE DAY. "AH, YES...’’ SHE SAYS, “I SHOULD HOPE HE FETCHES A FAIR 
AMOUNT. IF HE DOESN’T START WINNING SOME MORE GOD ONLY KNOWS WHERE HE’LL END 
UP...’’ HER VOICE TRAILS OFF, A SLIGHT FROWN MARRING HEROTHERWISE SHINING COUNTE' 
NANCE. SUDDENLY SHE BECOMES AWARE OF THE TWO MEN WATCHING HER CURIOUSLY. SHE 
TOSSES HER HEAD, LAUGHING IT OFF. IT WAS THE WAY LIFE WORKS, THAT’S ALL. 

RUN! RUN! RUN! ALMOST THERE...THE WIND IS MAKING THINGS HARDER NOW THE 
DIRT OF THE TRACK ISN’T JUST KICKED UP BY THE HORSES AHEAD BUT SPUN AROUND IN LITTLE 
WHIRLWINDS, TEARING AT HIS MANE AND BLURRING HIS SIGHT, BRINGING TEARS TO HIS WILD 
EYES. BUT STILL HE RUNS—FOR HIS LIFE. GO! 

SHE WALKS TOWARD THE RACETRACK ON MR ROBERT’S ARM, SMOOTHING HER DRESS 
DOWN WITH HER FREE HAND BEFORE ADJUSTING HER HAT. AS SHE APPROACHES SHE CAN SEE 
THE BEAUTIFUL BEASTS RUNNING, GLORIOUS AND FREE. SHE CAN JUST PICK OUT HER HUS¬ 
BAND’S RUNNER OF COURSE THE BRUTE DIDN’T KNOW HIS LIFE WAS IN THE HANDS OF HIS 
OWNERS. HE WAS JUST AN ANIMAL. HOW LUCKY THEY ARE. SHE THINKS, NOT A CARE IN THE 
WORLD...SHE DID HOPE HE WOULDN’T FARE TOO BADLY THOUGH, HE WAS SUCH A PRETTY 
THING REALLY. IT’D BE A PITY FOR HIM TO GO FOR SLAUGHTER... 

ALMOST THERE, ALMOST...THE FINISH IS IN SIGHT, BUT HE WON’T MAKE IT. CAN’T MAKE IT 
FIRST. GO? WHAT NOW? 

"WHAT A PLEASURE TO SPEND A DAY AT THE RACES.” MARIANNE NODS THOUGHTFULLY; 
ACCEPTING MR ROBERT’S PROFFERED HAND, SHE TAKES HER SEAT FOR AN AFTERNOON OF EN¬ 
TERTAINMENT. 

WORKS CONSULTED 

DEGAS. EDGAR CARRIAGE AT THE RACES. 1869. OIL ON CANVAS. THE MUSEUM OF FINE ARTS, BOS¬ 
TON, MA. ALL ART CLASSIC. WEB. APR 2010. 
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THE DRRGDN'S CURSE 


ONCE UPON B TIIUE 
IN B FBBBWBY LBND 

WHERE THE CLOUDS WERE THICK ENOUGH TO CLIRIR. 

HUT STILL BS SOFT HS INFBNTS' HBNDS 
BND THE CHSTLE STOOD HS HIGH BS IT WBS GRBND 

SHE WBS B FDRTRESS 
H PERFECT T IN B PERFECT TIRIE 
STRONG BND STEHDFBST 
WELL HIDDEN IN THE WHITE OVERGHST SKY 
HRDVE THE OLOUDS. IN THE SUN. IT WHS HHRD TO IHIHGINE THE NIGHT 
NOT H SINGLE ONE EVER EXPECTING THE GHT 
BND OUT OF HER, BIROURNFUL CRY 

THE CHSTLE WHLLS FELL. 

HER SUDJECTS DID TDD. 

WITH ONE SIHIPLE SPELL 
HER PORGES SURDUED. 

BLL UNDER HER WINGS ED 
THE HIHRK FROIR WHICH SHE RLED 
CORRIDORS ECHOING WITH THEIR DREHD 
HS THE PEBRLY WHITE WHLLS STRINED RED 
THE LHST HNYONE EVER SRW 

NOW HER LHST RERIBINING TOWER 
LOOKED BND LOST IN RUIN 
BND EBCH BND EVERY HOUR 
THHT SHE SPENDS UNDER LIGHT OF THE IHOON 
WRITING. WHITING 

HOPING ITS PRINCE WILL CORIE HDRIE SOON 
FIND HER BND NBLLY RE RESCUED 

THIS IS THE THLE OF THE CHSTLE ON THE CLOUDS. 

RY KBLINB DESSEBUX 

Drawing by Sam Kelly 
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HORSE 



I am the wind under harness. 
Marching^ to the drums of war. 

I quake the ground with sounds of thunder. 
Devouring the land on command 
In beats of two, three, and four. 
Broken I work better: an ally. 
Dressed and fettered in tresses of silver. 

The sun summoner, I race in rhythm. 
They pray victory is brought by my back. 
Or that I might drive the foe to defeat. 

My sleep is seldom, my status divine. 

But I remain at the will of my captor’s design. 


Cathryn Moriarty 


As I’m blinded by her glare 
(not quite the self, just everything eke) 
look! It is her wild hair. 

Into beaming bullets I stare 
(soaking in red golden wealth) 
blinded by her glare. 

Her chaotic radiance in the air 
(a staple of my ordered health) 
is but her wild hair 

and strands of her enlightening swear 
(flying like a plane of stealth) 

Are just her blinding glare. 

The photosynthetic prayer 
(from the earth, from myself) 
is not for her, just wild hair. 



Vacating the vacation chair 
(losing my sense of self) 

I stay blinded by that glare 
of her free flowing hair. 


John Giusti 
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Master and Mastiff 

tars II'Ke a hood to fram his face 
flews IIhe fangs that hang agape 
far as pristine as scales are sleeh 
Serpentine eges that render all meeh 
A wiched snarl Hhe the hiss before 
A daring displag of feasting galore 
With daws as potent as venom Is vUe 
Stance as sgpared as coH Is spiraled 
Tall raised and writhing, fata! as the snahe 
Whose life he personIfes; whose life he tahes 

fredator tamedpreg at the bechon of a call 
White pag of a tall wavering tall 
Tost a re saadaedbg the condition of praise 
Claws worn aseless bg haphazard wags 
A whimperand whine settle the score 
Uhe the bagle to an anfoanded war 
fager eges dare not ewed their place 
far smooth as sUh, hachles showing no trace 
Of eyjstence, as fewsjoance aboatmerrUg 
To accompang ears In sabmisslon verllg 

Laad and adoration sedate the fend 
dIs alpha a charmer, with a voice serene 
As a fate which harks and howls sabUme 
To dismiss orsammon at the drop of a dime 
Domestication has dnched animositg tight 
Beneath the shackles ofhaman sleignt 
With fetters ft bg the omnipotent need 
To tame the wild and continae to breed 
Tower and precision, ander the control 
Of the onig animal In this kingdom so bold 

To challenge the eternal law of the land 
And take creation Into Its hand 
Manipalatlon works to collar the beast 
3tolen from natare. Instincts deceased 
As far as atavism Is concerned 
for sarvival of the fttest Is not learned 
Bat rather endowed throagh divine selection 
opposed to the leash that Is ha man protection” 
that has whittled awag at a being once grand 
The wolf to the dog Hke the Hon to the lamb 

Cathrgn Morlartg 



3{oof 'Beats On My J-feart W 
J can see your face, 

But I cant see your Beart Sill 

I can feeCyour jyain, 

But not know wBere to start 
I can Bear your voice, 

But not comjyreBencC 
I can Bear tBe Boof Beats, 

But I cantJincCmyfriencC 
I can see tBe pattern in your stejp. 

But wBere tBey may CeacCI do not know. 

My Cove for you my Beaut ifuCfriend, 
is one in my Beart, I know w ill never end 

JacBie JAndree 

Photo by Elena Marche 







The Hopeful Pessimist 



I am no more, I am no less. 

We are all blue blooded, until we bleed red. 

You and me, we are simply the same 
All on the right track, just on the wrong train 


In the wake of a new found strength I face my fears __ 
Solid solutions and a sun full of promise, I wipe my tear^, 
I look toward the future with a glimmer of hope 
But we are all just buying time on a sinking boat. 


We are no better, we are no worse 
A brilliant species, burdened with a curse 
Pass the buck and pay no mind 
If there is money in your pocket, then all is fine 


With the rise of a brand new sun, I face the world. 
There is no diamond in the rough, no gem, no pearl. 
Just six billion people on an unhealthy Earth 
Waiting for something, or someone, to save us from her 


We are not honest, we are all liars 
Kjiowing it was wrong, we still played with the fire 
With the last goodbye in a child’s waving 
We’ll realize it’s not only us that need saving. 


With the sight of land over an ever rising ocean, our ship proceeds 
Our hopes fall when the waves rise and sight recedes 
But somewhere is something deep inside, the smallest speck of life 
Hoping, praying, wishing that the future is bright. 


Michael Oakley 
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Photo by Mykola Kosyk 










Criss-Cross nervous jjatterns, 
Vfrigfit sofemn keys, 

Ij my eye can’t see itse^, 

Wfio says wkat it sees? 

Your fije is what you Cook at. 

Your mincf makes what you see. 
‘And even though you see the sun, 
You’re Cooking right at me. 
what you see is what Q envy, 
‘T’hosejorhid'den views of mine, 
Tiffx jOurheCd (f vision. 

With fear of‘neCios’s shine. 

‘1 don’t think ‘1 can trust, 

T’hose that Cet me see. 

‘Because the windows to my worfd. 
Are onCy hCind to me. 

‘Margaret ViCCari 


Photo by Jenna Krebs ri? 



tAlright 


ilfll be alright in the end 
'uit least that’s ^hat W like to pretend 
zAs long as you’ll always be my friend 
Ut’ll be alright 

■rihtichael ‘\Rpsch 


Photo by Abbie Branchflower 
























Porsche 911 or Delorcan 
Back to the Future is the movie it was in 
I don’t care that it’s fast just the looks 
It will cost at least fifty times all my school books 
Has to have a GPS system 

‘Cause driving on the wrong side of the road is a misdemeanor 
Have to keep it fresh so every week I’ll go to the cleaners 
Cruising down the street listening to the beat 
Not worrying about where I’m going 
‘Cause I am already knowing exactly how to get there 
How do other people know directions? it isn’t fair 


Michael Rusch 


Photo by Elena Marchewka 
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1st Place Photo 
Jenna Krebs 
















3rd Place Photo 
Luke Beardsley 
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Photo by Ashley Palkowetz 
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children we see things with a wild abandon'and imaginmgfjAyM^ 

Bvery day, absorbing the splendor of the world. 

We see (Christmas lights that come from beams of lightas'^:0:y$]:^A 
fantastical visions of jolly fat men, candy, and toys.‘'- AyA:AAAA^^^^ 
for as children we are bright; as adults we turn sharp. 

.Adults lose that whimsical point of view and see Christmas lights at the cost of 

Electric and consumption of time. 

Without adults, children would not be able to enjoy the splendor. 
Without children, adults would have less incentive for building such a 
^righty sharply contrasted, and wondrous earth. 




Sarb (fhase 
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The Places I Go 


Meet me down by where the creek bends 
Past the flats near the swimming hole 
It's where I go to make amends 
Clear my conscience and free my soul 

I'll take you up to Beehive hill 
Deep in the woods, seems like a mile or two 
Occasionally I go there still 
To lie in the field and enjoy the view 

One last stop at my grandma's place 
Up station hill where the road flattens out 
In front of the mirror I stare at my face 
And realize all of the things I can't live without 

There is a place for all in this life of mine 
Somewhere I go when I need a release 
When I'm too far out on a wire thin line 
I can retreat somewhere to find some peace 


Michael Oakley 






















'Wait. What?" 


When I discovered frogs in my fountain, I wished I hadn’t slept through biology class 
in high school. The fountain, in my backyard, is not that impressive; it is about eight 
gallons in capacity and designed to look like a cask on its side spilling water into 
a pool a foot below. I actually bought it to create atmosphere on the porch, but my 
wife made me move it because the constant sound of running water created too much 
atmosphere; the gurgling sound made her go to the bathroom too often. Hence, it was 
in the fenced in backyard. 

Oh, the frogs. One fall afternoon while raking leaves in the back of the house, I thought 
I saw a splash at the fountain. When I went over to investigate, I discovered two frogs 
swimming in the pool. One was big and the other smallish, but clearly they were frogs 
and not toads (1 could tell that much). This was a puzzler because there are no creeks 
or ponds within three miles of my backyard. So how did they get there? Did they fall 
from the sky the last time it rained? (Told you I was bad at biology.) 

TAy immediate concern was what to do with them. I was getting ready to put the 
fountain away for the winter and that clearly would not be frog friendly. I didn't want 
them to die on my account. Thinking they would be better off in a creek or pond, I 
poured some of the fountain water and all of the frogs into a white five gallon bucket 
with a lid. I put the bucket in my car and drove to the nearest creek that had water 
flowing in it year round. Parking on the side of the road, I surveyed the situation. 

The creek was five feet below the roadway. I descended down the bank and slipped, 
spraining my ankle, but keeping the bucket intact. I limped over a couple of rocks to 
the other side of the creek where there was a deep pool. I was about to release the frogs 
when the police car pulled up behind my car on the other side of the road. 

An officer got out of the car (gun, sunglasses, and hat) and came to my side of the road. 
The five foot bank and the sun behind him made an imposing figure. He eyed me and 
my bucket for several seconds. He said, “There's been a report of someone down at the 
creek with a bucket of blood. What have you got in the bucket?” I stared at him for a 
second and then lifted my bucket a couple of inches and said, “progs”. There followed a 
silence I soon felt obliged to fill. I considered telling him about my fountain and how I 
don’t like hurting animals, but I settled for, “I’m releasing some frogs”. 

He looked at me for a few seconds and then, by turning his head, he looked up and 
down the creek. He finally said, “Ok. ” And got in his car and drove away. He never 
asked to look in the bucket. I released the frogs and drove home. 


As I walked into the nursing home, something was different. It seemed like the aides 
on the floor were looking at me and then giving me a second glance. One aide nudged 
another as I went past. Was something up? Was my fly open? 

I was in the nursing home to visit my 90 year old mother. She was living with me while 
we tried to sell her house in a had economy so she could afford assisted living on her 
own. She was temporarily in the nursing home because she had fallen while trying to 
use the bathroom. She had fractured her pelvis and had been in the home for physical 
therapy for about three weeks. They were going to kick her out in a couple of days and 
she was a little unhappy about it. She liked the extra attention. 

As I came into the room she smiled at me and quickly turned off fox News because she 
knew it made me unhappy to have to watch it. “How are you doing today mom?” I said 
in as cheerful a voice as I could; I find nursing homes more than a little depressing. 
“Tine. Lunch had those little potatoes I like ." She seemed to be pretty chipper for 
someone who was going to have make do with my ‘big, tasteless' potatoes in a couple of 
days. 

“you are in a good mood,” I said, “Whafs up?” 

“I think I really impressed them at therapy this morning. They think I’m pretty hip.” 

Uh oh. “Really. Tell me about it. ” 

“Well, I was doing my exercises and as usual they were making me do too much. I 
know my body better than they do. So I said I had to take a break. Well, that cute 
little therapist, the one with the black hair, went over to talk to her friend while I was 
resting. I listened in to what they were saying even though they were whispering; they 
think I'm deaf just because I'm ninety. They were talking about what they did with 
their boyfriends last weekend and it was naughty. I mean really naughty. They caught 
me listening and I didn’t know what to do, so I said, ‘Sounds like something from 
Debbie Does Dallas'. Well they laughed and laughed and told everyone on the floor. 
They think the old lady is pretty hip ." 

I guess stunned pretty much sums up my reaction. “Mom, why on earth would you say 
that? People usually don’t refer to a movie like that in polite company.” 

“Well, I had to say something. What do you want me to do, make an allusion to 
Canterbury Tales? They've never heard of Chaucer. No, you have to use things they 
know. ” She paused for a moment. “I've only heard about that movie and I hate to 


make references I don’t fully understand. Like people who read a dust cover and act 
like they’ve read the whole hook. So, could you rent the movie for me?” 

"I don’t think so mom. I don’t think its going to he on Netflix”. When I left, I took the 
hack stairs out of the building. 

One fine spring afternoon, 1 took my dog out for a walk. She is a heagle so when I say 
walk it is euphemistic; it is more like a sniff, drag, sniff, sniff, drag. My neighbor, 
Sharon, was out in her yard sitting by the mailbox waiting for the school bus to bring 
her daughter home from school. Her youngest boy, who was 3 to 4 years old at the time, 
was playing by the house. We talked for a couple minutes about what a beautiful day 
it was and what they were going to do this summer. Just as 1 started to walk away, 
her little boy jumps up and runs across the yard to her. He whispers something in her 
ear and Sharon gives a resigned shrug and nods. He pulls down his shorts and starts 
urinating on the yard. 

I guess I must have looked a little uncomfortable. Sharon smiled at me and said, ‘He 
likes going outside more than he likes going inside". Trying to be supportive I said, 
‘‘Maybe he’ll be a forest ranger”. And I continued my walk. 

I’ve heard that the best way to remember something is to create a bizarre image around 
what you are trying to remember, for example, remembering steak at the grocery store 
could require an image in your head of a stake driven through the broccoli you are also 
supposed to remember. So it makes sense to me that the things in your life that you 
are going to remember most clearly are going to be anchored around some unexpected 
event or action. I remember going out in the first round of the 4^^ grade spelling bee 
and having an imperious teacher loudly ask me if English was my first language. In 
the end, what makes your life most unique are the odd actions of people you run into 
and the unusual twists in your own story. It’s what defines characters in situation 
comedies, makes detective novels compelling and life so interesting. 


Larry Stelmach 
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Unexpected Gift 


Out of the ground you sprouted one day, 

And in our world you hoped to stay. 

Big brown branches, all covered in green, 

Shaded our world and appeared serene. 

You cooled my yard when the summers sun grew hot. 

Get in the way? You knew not. 

You provided a place for my friends and me to play, 

And created beautiful fruit to pick on a warm spring day. 

When I needed a place to just get away, 

I would climb your branches and for an hour I’d stay. 

You gave me air that I need to survive. 

Without you, I wouldn’t be alive. 

You brighten the boring scenery from coast to coast. 

And add color in the fall more successful than most. 
Housing animals you do without a restraint, 

Yet you have never uttered a nasty word nor complaint. 

For centuries people have come at you with ax in hand. 
And never thought once about destroying gorgeous land. 
You have given so much and asked for nothing in return. 
But people use you as wood to burn. 

If luck has struck you, and you forgo such disasters. 

You may live a long life in endless pastures. 

Then when you think you have done all you can do, 

You’ll know you can no longer make it through. 

Your insides will begin to whither away and start to rot. 
But your last day on earth you have seen not. 

For you will continue to serve your land, 

In a way that you could have never planned. 


Jackie Andree 















My Goldfish Has a Castle 



My goldfish has a castle 

But in it he goes not 

Unless of course there’s food inside 

Then he’ll give it a shot 

My goldfish has the luxury 
Of plants to set the scene 
But over them his eyes don’t cross 
For them he cannot eat 

My goldfish swims in circles 
Turns over every rock 
One by one they ’re cast aside 
Tasteless; what a shock 

My goldfish has a friend now 
\^o’s only half his size 
Who never gets a pinch of food 
Although he hardly tries 

My goldfish has a kingdom 
That’s more than most can say 
While poorer fish rnight suffer 
He knows not of their dismay 

For my goldfish never travels 
Never sees a dream unfurled 
Yes, my goldfish has a castle 
But he hasn’t seen the world 


Steven Sheets 
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Tandora^s Toffy 

Tfie §ods were migfity Cords 
Wfio rufecf the CancC and sea 
CBut something Cached on ^Earth 
^nd Zeus did then decree 


^He set to making many 
ZK thinking creature Zeus 
^adefrom the cCay of Earth 
Efamed Eyimethius 


'A gijt was given nim 
They sent her as his mate 
And named her Eandora 
ThisfoCCy seaCed their fate 

Eor when thatfatefuC hox 
Was opened hy her hand 
The woes of aCCmankind 
Set Coose upon the Cand 


And Topey the Cast to come. 
Eid not erase those woes 
Eut served to ease the pain 
of mankinds mortaCfoes 


Stacey CornweCC 




“LiKeAn Lagle'' 


/ spared ImPo Pke mirror, boKirg aP mg wedding gown, iP was a fioor-iengPh gown and i PhongkP 
iP iooKed simpig amazing. Mg mom keiped me make Bare i was readg, When we were she ied me 
npsPairs, Mg mom iefP me wiPk mg dad. 3ke wenP inPo Pke room Po her seaP. Mg fiance and i were 
gePPing marriedas soon as possikie. fie was a soidier and had keen caked kacfinPo war. We decided Po 
geP married a week kef ore ke iefP, Mg dad Pook mg arm and we waiked up Pke aisie. Mg six^gear-oid 
niece was oar fewer giri. 3ke waiked ahead of ns skgig, Possing Pke red rose pePais as she wenP, 

Mg dad handed me over Po Aaron, mg soon Po ke knskand. We keid each oPker's hands PigkPig. 

Aper we saidonr vows andido’s we wenP Po onr wedding recepPion down Pke sPreeP. We smiied 
Pke wkoie Pime, The song mg dad and i danced Po was 7 Loved Pier firsp" kg tiearPiand, iP was one 
of mg favoriPe songs and iP was perfeeP for ns since i was a daddg's giri, Aaron and i danced Po 
“LvergPking”kg Lifekonse, i ioved kirn so mnek, i’dmiss kirn wkiie ke was gone. 

**One WeekLaPer** 

i keid onPo Aaron's hand PigkPig as we waiked inPo Pke airporP. i had keen erging aii nigkP hoping PkaP 
for some reason Phis wasJnsP a dream. We meP np wiPk some oPker gngs who were a iso going, i keid 
onPo kirn Pke wkoie Pime. When kis figkPsParPedioading ke PnrnedPo me andknggedme. ipniiedkack 
and kiBsed kirn genPig. fie smifed down aP me. 

“i fove gon so mnek," ke said. The one Pking f’d never seen kirn do ke was doing aP PkaP momenP, fie 
was erging. fie grakked mg hands and keid Pkem PigkPig and kiBsed each knnekb. Us made me Bmife 
and f wonfdafwagB fove kirn fordoing PkaP Po me, 

7 iove gon Poo," i Baid, ioBing Pke fgkP wiPk mg Pears. We ieP go of each oPker, Pie was wa iking awag 
as i aimosP sank Po Pke gronnd. 

‘3Popf" 

Pie spnn aronnd and f ran Po kirn, i Pook mg neck!nee off and gave iP Po kirn. fP was Pke kearP iockeP ke 'd 
goPPen me for mg kirPkdag a gear ago, f had noPking Po pnP in iP nnPii iasP week f pnP a piePnre of ns 
from onr wedding. iP was a kig enongk piePnre PkaP ke conid easiig see. Pie pnP iP on and gave me one 


ISt Kiss. 

“(qoodlptfe, Aaron. / willalwaifs love tfoa, ” / said. 

“(^oodlpife, Maud If. I love tfoa too. ” 

fie turned and got on his plane. / coaid have sworn niif heart stopped heating. / tamed and lep slowlg 
crifing the whole wag. / wondered how ! woald manage withoathim. 

**3i){ Months Later** 

Everg month Aaron sent me letters, fie emailed when he had the chance. / sent him pi eta res and 
letters. / hadn 't received a letter pom him get and / fig a red he wasfast verg hasg. Mg doorbell rang 
and / answered the door. tall middle-aged man handed me an envelope and lep. / opened it and palled 
oat a paper and mg necKlace. / read the letter silentig and mg heart broke. Aaron had been shot two 
times, both fatal. I pat the letter awag and held mg necktace. The tears came ancontroHed. Whgwas 
it mg hasbanddead? We were sapposed to be happg. We were going to start a familg. Evergthing we 
were going to be was gone. I lag on the coach, erging all evening, and cried mgself to sleep. 

I stood over Aaron’s grave holding a single rose. I pat it on his grave and gave ap trging to stop the 
tears. / looked ap and saw him walking towards me. / smiled and then someone grabbed mg sho alder 
and he was gone. Then real itg hit me and / realized it was all a dream. 

“Come on, Mandg, ’’ his mothersaid. / walked with her towards mg car, back bo mg life. / looked ap 
when / heard a soand and fging above me was an eagle. Aaron told me he wanted to be reborn an eagle 
when he died. / thoaght It was slllg bat he was serioas and / believed him. Mg Aaron was fging now 
like an eagle, free, happg, and watching over me. 

7 love goa, Aaron, “ / said, the tears drging. / held onto mg locket tighter and got into mg car watching 
the Eagle fg awag. 


Olivia Banta 


[ I am me 

^ And 
You are you 

The perfect parr 

^0 knew'- 

You are free and«ise 

I am timid and s V 

You are the soc 
And 

lam the shoe 

'\Yho knewl 

Many years'ater 

There is nothing gteater 

Than 

Three vvondMfulchddtet' 

Three beautiful homes 

One love 

You and Me 

V^e were meant to be 

to this life and eternally 

knew'. 


For Mike 

FromArronyrrrous 












^Vhen One Doof Closes 


liVhen one door closes, another opens 
liVhen one door closes, climb through a window 
So I toolcthe advice 
Thought I’d be alright 
tlndI\jasstroi^ 

Butlvcaswrong 

I hated the option the open door ^e 
The only path that I could take 
Loathed it so deeply 
That I found myself standing 
Back in-fo)nt of that closed door 
Starfog at it longingly 
\Vishing it would open a^in for me 
Holding back the tears 
And memories of last year 
liVishfog time would have just stood still 
The door won’t open, can’t open, and it never will 
And much to n^ dismay 
I turned n^ head and ^saUced 

Today I found another door 
Had I not seen it open before? 

Had I forgptten that path ©dsted? 

The one belonging to the Lord 
Ho one can shut it’ 

It’s akays open 
couldn’t I see? 

Here it ^sas in front of me 
Akays there to help me through 
Every problem, every shut door; aU the dense pattrsays I ^salkinto 

(revelations, 3,9 

HalinaDesseaux 
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No Longer Bound 


Today, from a distance, I saw you 
watching me, out of the comer 
of your hard brown eyes 
and without a warning 
the wings of a still butterfly 
began to flutter with anticipation. 


Today, from a distance, I saw you 
kiss her, your palm on her face and 
the next thing I knew 
father time died, life stopping 
in its lonely tracks. 


Yesterday, from your arms, I held you 
You were mine, and I yours. 
Broke down the barriers 
surrounding each other’s hearts. 


Today, from a distance, I saw you 
and wished upon that burning star 
only to watch it flicker out 


Tomorrow, I will stand atop 
the cliff where we first kissed, 
and light the picture of us. 
Unlocking the chains that 
Once bound us together. 


Sara Szlachetka 








a Ship'' 


‘Jieefed in By the roaring of waves and agtistening gBazed Coyer, 

UCysses sails on open sea 

witB a gray cBoppy cfianneC paved, and tfie same waves surround the land 
from which he came, for which he gave 
his promise to stay and remain sane, doched, settled and complacent 
on land, stranded, stranded, stranded... 

But dried up sand Became Barren waste in a Body of promise. (Desensitized to 
the mirage, he observed she was not real land, 
just a missing patch of water, die said girls are lihe sandBars. 


John Qinsti 







a, kart, tJmt eamofoa, can, 

_ / / .j- ,jm(y&(kmem^- 


Ikadin'iW'^' .. 

Uycm,jtoa,urM,-Jf<r 

^ ^ . J^ k, nj/Hy O/ OHUi^:^ 


t/iany/r^ 





ftmit kwe em end 
to ei/e^ mdmf ft/ Seftm^ o^cdn 
“^uted 6^ tke kmdi (^ tme, afe ^of^ ft, fid Hf& do ft 

fof^e^nm^ n/Aick n/o t^ 

(^ofnorn ti</m, otd tt^o ^tmed 6^ mwdom 



"^ofidt 0 ^ 6ddk odtddom n/tdt^ to dtttt 
'"^edk find done deci^, hoped md dtefmd Wdt 
fluent fnendfidt^ decomed the pfidt 
ydd tf>e dtdhet^ ^ thiot^h t^, nen^ hmnffn^ 
a^fUndt a ctoek thfd Id nene^ dton/tn^ 


<^md fdl^on^ mone^ tett^on die,judt t^^ to duwd/e 
ydtd n/fdeh od d^t^padded ^on d^ 

<3ieh o^dein^ dick. Hied o^dein^ tdted 
^ed ait nuf dtfi&t^th t^in^ to de dhtof^ 
ydl f^ dUdjmt to keep pin^ on? 



tea^ f^thenf taking, ^aiUn^, tdenodt in the ntakin^, dui cdntodt doedn t count 


cm duddlm^ tAe 4m 



<3f^m(kd, kopelml^ m et/Imd (^ M/attc, n/Ac^ ^mrnmc it 6Um 


^ui too 6mtk am i7to fitcad 


mo 


da'tkett fteocAet o^m^toui fttte ddciied n/itk teiffdouSt 
*7 ccdl o(id ^ 0 ^ ke^ ofd^ to kmc m^ cdet ^od OH^ de^^ md mtn/c^ed 6^ mute mou^ 

Td^^iH^ofttkekt^^e^ 

Tfo 4ot(dioH'..dctcm(mutioH' turnedifdo kumUddioft, m 4u64tedioft, ont^ e^u^ u^eetiou 
^cudcH^ to om ce^damcomiutiomome md(idettdtkiiuieiout citcie 0 ^utkut i7once codedti^e 
'^0^ i7^iniik (ukot i7 u/ot neue^ ^u/en tke ckemce to 4t(^ Seeoute eue^^^if^jutt k^ l^otdn^ ofiod^ 

T^ud dte td^^ md^;’tee m^ tout... 

..fhtken tke^ked todt 


Tdc^m'T^to’t 







One Piece Missing 


He sat on the burgundy carpet, 
the blue, red, and yellow puzzle together. 
The pieces lay scattered around, 
many were not even there. 

As time went on, 
he became frustrated. 

A few more fit, 
until he can not find anymore. 

He looks and looks, 
humming as he goes 


no piece 


one piece is missing 


Olivia Banta 










The Central Dogma of Biology 


Hey everyone please take a minute 
To read this poem or if you want sing it 
The central dogma of biology is taken for granted 
• But without it there would not be humans or trees planted 

What is the central dogma you ask? 

It is every living cell’s primary task 
In order to make more copies DNA must be transcribed 
It makes an RNA strand that can be later applied 
In Eukaryotic cells translation can be complicating 
More steps occur such as additions of 5’ cap, poly A tail, and exon splicing 
in order to be translated the RNA needs to find a ribosome 


In Eukaryotes it must be in the cytoplasm 


The RNA is read three codons at a time 


So each amino acid can be kept in line 
Eventually the sequence reaches a stop codon 
And the mature protein is dropped off 
It can then be sent to wherever the body needs 
Whether it is a muscle or the blood you bleed 
So you can see the central dogma is as important as the air we breathe 
Withdut it life would not exist guaranteed 


This is what the central dogma means to me 


Michael Rusch 



I ^e^vreA a. jah 5ai<vxe fot^ ahovJt- Icoo t/^eojr^ h^o*-e, I couilA ^el- tyyy^ 

Yivy-aMt/j, cotv£i^ I eo<a.5 foiAjAeeyy,, I ^cA- a, joh (7<!tfct/]5d4u^. I 4-<xrk a. sl'uyA- JUi$s foK d. I 
UuyiA/jl^ d" coaufic) 1?^ fwv hai/j co^ I conoriaij! 


UA^ 


^A^/J OK-L^UA-^iji jab co^ '(‘a oO^cJl^ ci^uUdirevy^ £\r€jrL/^ I cooi^fc^ 'pKiakvu 

lA/uyi^i^uy^ -f-a u^ "kA^, ^IgKiAaoiA^. TIa£. £/jau*A^fi5*^ cUjlJIA co^ oiA-e c/je^ afiJ, -liA^ afid- 

g5*(* co^ 5 lpc, ^iiA-c! *kA^ aiA£- UA^ “kA^ kvAcdc! fi£- co^ ‘kAKfi£.. TIa£. aiA-£- a2J co^ ^ ^4 aJ 

^ooeedej^^" ^u^aoia^ -kAe^vu, ooa§ of^ei^ U^A la TiAe -kAKfi^^c/je^-afic! co^ ^ ho(/\ 

^liaJ coufiJ be c^ifiv>A. ^uac) 5coee(*, bul Ja^ ^a Ja^ ^ Ia^cI of 5 ^ua^ -ka^ -kAe a-kA^i- ^siAtflclKeA-. 
cofiK*e fAcIluA^ fALkvA., £v£ia^ co^A6^A^ coe^e ua^ KaakvA^. "TlAg, a^^ co^§* ^ ^aad b^^^ 

^llA^ (a^, (A^fipdcl kVAfi, 5^*''^^-elL^V^-£5*, bl>^ kVAa5l o^ *kA£, IlVVA^, (a^ OVA^C/^ C^K*£c) ^hotd" lALkVV^fifi^ ^JA^ Ial^* 
VALJea<5^ikvAe5 ^uaJ (a^ ^i%a Ja^lcJ ^ b^ lewvpeK ACoia^ cockA, co^c/aua^ \U£. feudj ^ co^ ^^a 

»^e5pavA$cb2e f&K fkeJuA^ •kA^k>A- b»^fi^f^5l ^uaJ c)ua4a£k* ^uaJ foK pulluA^ -kAe (/jouyujes^- Aau>\^ fair a. 
kA^ip I co^ p^LLc! faiA‘(/i dafifi^ii^ ^^turA^j/j ^v\x^ ^ d" 5^eAAed ^ ^aad jab 


I 5aaKA fai^uAc! oul -kA^ tl co^jaJI ^aad ^ K«/) d^5 S^ojAeA la ^el fiovo^e^. ^akvAgluAA-ej 

I ^CJL/jdA LAvAilL f&Ui 7 a'kAfiKj UUAlcfl- 5*^' ^ CO^$* Ia£V£k p^£d ^4AX/J I^VAOI^e |(a^ ^^In^ tAaUi^ I pul 
CKA ^iiAd, CxriyAui^dllLt/j, tl <^al la ItA^ pauAl cofAfip-g, I va£v;£k* ^iaX^o oo^\£y\^ I coaufid 4^el (AakvAg,. Oia^ lop 
a'p ItA^il, *kAfi. jab d^B&J^ <jal tA^Lrde^. ^u- 5^i l^''-e ciAtfidKg^A^ (A^d ^ cau§UA^ I(a^I £u/£d ua^ “kAg, ^p^jd*- 
iaa^jaI (Aau^e ^ove l(A£k>A^ ^uod I cooufid la u>ad^cl^ Hd-^^ ^urd a§ oodld] aJi§a, 

coukv. kAa C^Ik^ P^* 


-kA^ £^Ik 24/J kVAOK-VAUA^, •kA^ b^C/)5^l^*^ j^b CO^ ^Lclu^flfix/| ofe, •kAg. clAcfidK-glA^ 

coufld pfi^U/] ^Uod I aoufid co^ctA.. I cau£d ^t%a pfi^u/) cocRa -kA^^vA. ^ fltllfie, coJa£*a^ IfAg^/j de5u^^ 
tl. U^^^(^*d*uiA.^ilfifi4/j kvAc/j acoiA^ kvAaltAe^ (a^^ lafid kvAe, ^ooA ■kAUA4j5 kvAu§l cak'A.e la ^ja^ fiiA-d. 
LujA-^iAltkvAe fiv/£iAlu-^ififi^ o^ikvAg, ^tkiauiAd, bul kva kvA^llfiK coIa^I I Ik-L^d la cotAtp up, I caufidkA-l 5e+ 
l(Ae £/)aujAi^e5l okve la 6^. KJa kvA^lei^ co(a^ X dtd, I caufidiAJl pfi£^e (AeK TlAeiA^, ^le^ 

^aul ^A^^ fAauk* OK 5a, 5(Ae coaufld ^el fAUjA-^Kc/j ^ikvd e^. “TtAfik-e coe-e eveiA. 5ak>A^ d^5 coJa^a. 
5(Ae coaufidiAJl ^ 5a of cauk5e Ja^^ kwa-kAfiK ijal ^uau^kc/j cotkA. kwe bfi^:^ux5e I ^rufidkul 
5tAavre fooA dacoiA^ ^Ae ladd fi^K’5 Adkvvtlled X laa, cooufld ^ fitllCe ^LoJd'Uj. X erfiiA^ 

lu^tMc/] X Kg^ifltZjgd, *kA^ okA 5c^^'^'-e occ^iayy§, X cjoiaSLA p6k-5u^de fAek* la e^. X dtd kAx^* b«^ fiel- 
luAuj (a^ pk-eleiAd la be ^ da<j. X coaufld 5^ dacOkA okA okA^, o^ (a^k fitllfie p2^x/j cU^^Jur^ ^o X oolAA 
y'tOjci^ tA^k* k>A-aukA. ^vkud (Aafid kA^ bacofi. ua^ kvAx/| G^. TiAe ddr^de. Okve cooiaILA ^^el dacOkA okA (Aek* 
fA^ikAd5 ^Lkvd fekAe£5 ^uod tAap ^iKaukvd OkA ItA^ coaadeA^ ffi^aoK “ftAekA X coaufid c^M. la ^A£J 7 5^tiA^: 

da<j<jc/j, tA£k*e <jtk^! ^ikud 5^^^^ coaufid cakvA^., pauiAdtjAu^, up la kvAfi.. TlA^kA X coauGd Gacoe^ ^ 
5paaiA^uG. op ^be'f dacOkA la tAgk* k^tauk^ ^y\A 5^''-ed ^duiry tl up. £v/ifik*c/] ItkvAg. 5^^ ^ 

5paak\^uG., X coau£d k-eco^ikd (Afik* bc^ "cjooA c^urd. TlAt5 Ik-tcfe ooo^k£A c^cJld fair ^ *(^40 co6efe5 

^ikvd X dtd iaJI 5^ ^ikAoj (A^tk-kkA tkA tl. X "(ui^uk-fid, ^kvd X ^'{‘dld kAUA-fe, tl co^5 ^ <J^^d td^^ 
bak^ ^al coJa^ coe co^UAled. ^tAg, <^al la pG^jt/j ^jAd u5e (A^k- tkvA^uA^ltokA ^ btl kvAOk-e, ^ fiv/iCk-kj 
cJ^udA ^t\.oiAdA, ^ikvd X <jal (a^k la Xl cook-fegd kAgkA ^kud co^ kiurA of cu>ile ^ cotAtfie, bul, 
^iiAd ^i^^ttkA, ^iGG. cjooA kAtkA^5 ciokvAfi, la ^kA fikvd. Ile^ kvvakA^ *|auiAd aul ^boul tl ^kvd, f&k- 

5akvAe k-e^okA, dtd ku!! ^pKove; ^Ikvd 5a, b^UAkAfid kvve finakkA cooi^fetku^ cockA kAg, cUXdA tkA kAt5 kkA^tkA- 




yyjSjr, U.^lK*c)eK* c)^U/j5 


LiAvyxJ^ur^ u^a§vC{ exrey\^ 1?^, ca^vvp^fic) •(■(? -(*0^^^. co^5 ^ cokv\p>fie 4 -efi^ 

^uffejt^eyJ' li pu$‘t>-ed kv^c/j j>aJtC£vy^c£.. ~[Uue. Icoa fcLc)5 I'v.^ung* ■(*a 

kX^ip5. Ttv^ ^ co^ ( 7 fiua^ C^fivvv-, cO^'v£^J^ CO^ i^(/j 

5u^>-ce ke co^5 aSj^&aA(/\ ^co^5 -k^ 5L^-c/j£^-a2J u>a§ \‘o^aS 0 j/f e^jouc^eA >0^5. 

^a, of ccTtAKfe, -k^ OjA^de. c^iA. oooyy^eA •(‘O (7^ ficfce -k^^ (7^5 (7orc/|5 5^^ co^5 <jooc! <^ii- 54 -^u^ up. 

I ooauHA •{■K-c/i la k^K- (W la fkflfi. ^ 52 £gp u^ f-oi^l of It^ TV 5 L^'-«/]e^-a 2 J co ^5 cf^^eyy. 

up ^oul ^Ua.c) fjiK laO cJl^Ik^LcIu^ f&K* tvfiK*. Ev/£l^U^flfi£/] I Ca^OuIIA pul UA^ OJ^l(7 
^oAdt/j, caufl^^kA^I cotvx/| co^ Itv^ oiA^i/j oiA-^ <jauA-^ dacoiA^ f&K ^ ia-^. ^a, 5^''-^ 

CJTL^ cxyyyJ^Oj^Mju^. I coaufic! Ikc/j la ^el la 5 lop, ( 7 ul 5 U.e coaufic)iAj| Ev/^iAluUififit^ f&rlc/j-fuue k>AXiA-r- 
cxkg' OK 5 a 5 ke<J ijel lu^ec) ^UA-d fuiA-^d^fi^/j <ja dacoiA.. Ke^UA-^ot^tfie I coaufid (7^ de^ifluA^ cockA. 

^ lUj^ee^ c/je^-a 2 d cotva fefipl "cKc/jUA-<j coafif’’ ^uax) ^ 5^"^^^"^^ coJ^a coaufid iaJI fit§leiA^ la iaa^ 
co(a.£ia^ I cO^ Ik£/jua^ la <Jfil Jaaiaa^ la ^tiA-d (7^ CfuU£^. TU^Cyx^, cot^^iA^ id t^-^d Byi^LA^l^ of ^^£5 

k'A-t5(7fi'^^-^ivia*7 I coacxfid 5*^ (aZiaa.- dacoiA^ ua^ TtA.fi- ll co ^5 ^ ua^ "kA^ hAcl^^^Cvy^ cotA^K*fi, T 

coaufid lAA^dE^ (aXjaa^ 5lI ItA-fii^e, ua^ lal^ boK-fidakvA. foK ohoiAt f-mfi- kvAUAAxle5, ^UAd df Ja^ co^ ^aad, 
fiel Uju^ ^a. liacofiv/fi »7 tf tA.fi- co^5 ( 7 ^, cooufld tA.^ivfi- lo 5^ ltA.fii^e oiA-e k>A-uA.ule fioiA-^fiK TtAu5 p^- 
IfiK-vA^ cooufid ija ovA^ uuAldfl. Ia^- Ia.^ ^icIu-^iMc/j 5^- -kA^K-e ^UaJ (7fifiKu ^aod f&K f-v/fi- cotAaC^- iAAiiAAxle-5. 
Ilfi- vA-fivfiK p^5fid ItA^ Ifi5l ll^ coaufid oflfiiA^ iroid I co^ l^fl/^UA-^ ^jAd tAfi, coau£d 

Ikc/^ la pfi^U/j coCii^ "kAfi- ■kAUA.i^5 ^ii^iAiAd (aZiaa-. ^akvAfi-lckvAfi5 tA.fi- coaufid fi^rfiiA^ li^c/j la Cfi^vfi-. TtAfiiA^, 
*kA.fiK-fi. co^ oiA-fi- d^U/| cotA^fl^- cofi- tA^d tAd5 oau5dkA av/€K* ^4Ad tA-fi, co^ (7fiUA-^ 5 ^ (7^d "kAd* T 5^kAl tACkvA- 

la tAt5 oodtU^auJt "kAfi- TV Hfi- dfiflifefiKd'fifl^ dc5c?^7^d kvvfi-. I f^ujAd tAUAA- ua^ tAL5 naoiAA- cock^ 

kAfi, TV okA, lukAfid la ^^iidaokA NJfi-lcook’^z, ^4Ad kAfi, KfiiAA-alfi- ua^ tAL 5 tA^jAd. I laofe kAfi, TV "^(Ln^ aul 
of tAc 5 ^iiAd <Ji 5 I 5 ca 2 dfid tAUAA.., tAi ;5 ^^ou 5 ua^ ooaSJkeA UA. ^tA.fi- UAlfiKKUpled u 5 ^ kwaiAA^kd 

^viAd tA.fi- kAK*fi40 ItAfi- KfikvAalfi- d* tAfi^ Uj^oA. ^ifikvAa 5 l laofe tA.fiK* fi£/jfi- aul! I c^SILeA kvAakAfii^ uaa- 

kvAfidud-fifli/) ^UAd 5tAfi- ju5l lafid lAA-fi, "tAfi, ^el5 kA^- co^.’’ IOHAT?! A^-fi- c^ou- aSd S^Cdi ova kAfi, 5^ik>A.fi- 

p^fi- ^ kVAfi,?! 35 kA^* NJC5T UA5^lkAfi-?! lOtAa AoB^S kA^*?! ^^IkA ctAcfidK-fikA finakVA KX^UTl^ ItAfiCK UAA-^U- 

IA-d'COlA 5 , f&od daCOVA ItAfiU^ kVAOultA^ ^kAd kAfiVA Ifi£l 2 - kAfi, lA-al lo pUkAt 5 tA kAfikVA CotAfilA^ 

kAfi^/jVe t7<jd? l/OtAa dae5 ItAd*?! "H-e ijel5 kA^- co^.’’ TlAd-’5 ALL 5tAfi, 5^ud! ^tAfi. Ia2d k>A-fi. la ju^l 
(Leave tAtkvA aSLoyrue. I fit^lfiiA-fid. I 2 d§lfi*A-fid la kvAc/j (7055 ^UAd 2 fil kAfi- cJydJlA Cjo, cOkOkA^, kAauijtA. I 
UuxMjlA’ 5tA.fi- 00^5. I dokAll UxjlvJz pujAi5tAfid tAijAA-. [Oal fivfikA ^Ifik- I co^ dokvfi- o^a^cUiy\Xj 

ItAfikvA-. I Aauh'i’ 5 ^^ ^iiAX/jItAUA-ij ^aul tl. 


TlAfiiA. I t^eadCzeA, I Kfi^iflfi^ ffifll Uy^ I l^aA 5 lfippfid uAla kvAc/j kvAakA.fiK -’5 5 tAae 5 . TkvA 5 ujK*e X 
ooaf, ay\A pKa( 7 ^fi^ ay>^ ju$l ^ (7^ ^ Uuy^e cUSJiAireyy^ I co^ cod’ctAUA^. I Cfi^kAfid kA^* 5 ^ 7 ^'^^-^ 
ltkvAfi-5 a. kvAakA.fii^’5 (idfe caufid l7fi- yrea!idt/\ (r^ay-A. I ooevA tAakwfi, ^ikAd lafid kvAc/j kvvaiAA^ I co^ 
5 ak*K-c/| df id ever ojcJteA ooaj/j {‘oooayA (ruey. I aSi^o reaSJizeA I kAfivfik* o^oyAeA la he dike kAd". 
Moco, I Ik-t^ la he cpoA av\A X kvA^ifcfi- 5 uk-fi- kA^* X cayJtCyuAe la ItA^ikAfe kvAc/j kvAakvA fok- kAfi, f&ad 
5 tA£, pk-fip^e 5 ovui la lo 52 fifip cotAfi^u 5tA.fi- Ifififi 5 kvAfi, la. 
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The Gleaner 


High School Writing 
Competition 


The English Department 
is very happy to have sponsored its fifteenth 
high school writing competition, 
which was designed to showcase the work 
of young writers in the area. 


“Prom the Momitaintop” 


To see the world from the mountaintop is to live. It is to breathe fresh air for the first 
time, to see the horizon for the first time, to rest for the first time. It is dull and obsolete, 
but in a way that places it just on the verge of bursting yet again into relevancy. 

On the summit of the mountain lives a lonely man, dull and obsolete in exactly none 
of the ways which might have made him interesting. He wears a long gray coat and a 
short black hat. Everything he owns is old, from his clothing to the sign outside his door. 

“Welcome,” it says. 

The paint is peeling off. Each morning, sometime just after dawn, the lonely man 
goes out with an empty bucket and a paintbrush. He dips the bristles into the pail and 
carefully traces each word. The paint chips off. He fills the letters in. The paint chips off. 
It still says, “welcome.” 

The oldest people in the town can remember when he walked out of the forest. He 
looked sadder. His eyes had not yet gone milky with cataracts. There was stiU brown in 
his hair. The lonely man was lonely even then. His hat was short and black. His coat was 
long and gray. 

He stayed in the town for four days. He slept somewhere imder the same tree 
every night, curled in his coat like some great gangly rabbit with angular bones jutting 
from beneath patchy fur, trying to curl so tightly that the years squeezed and it was once 
again a baby, and then younger stiU, till it did not exist at all and would not for hundreds 
of generations. He did not disappear, though. He awoke everyday, blinking with vague 
surprise. Once he caught his bearings, he would sit by the river, holding a stick out like a 
fis hing rod, and said welcome to everyone who walked past. 

On the fifth day, he was gone. Up the mo-untain. He built his house slowly. It 
started with a thatched roof, propped up on sticks. From there grew a room. A sitting 
room. The bedroom grew. The ceiling fell in. He repaired it. 

There was a time, right before children decided they were adults, when they 
walked up the mountain. They sat in the wooden shack, watching him build or paint. The 
walls were hung with canvasses, sopping wet and blank. He stood with his thick brush, 
dipping the tip in an empty pail and drawing it up and down in steady strokes. He would 
touch the canvas gently and make some silly remark, some bit of half-wisdom that the 
children swallowed up. “Oh,” he might say, “what a beautiful thing life is.” 


Rachel Adler 
Abington Friends School 
Grade 10 

Ms. Jenny Burkholder 


The fishing Man sailed his boat up to the pier of the town every morning. He gave away his fish 
all day long, and then sailed away into the sunset at dusk. No one knew who he was, or where 
he came from, but still the man supplied every soul in town with a daily fish. The fishing Man 
was a curious fellow. He had broad shoulders, a flowing black beard, and wise, kind eyes. His 
cheeks were sun-kissed as he sailed his boat towards the town each day. The people of this town, 
called Ekoville, thrived upon the fish he brought, and ran to meet him each morning on the dock 
to collect their seafood. This fish was out of the ordinary. Its taste was so incredibly unique it 
was like magic going down their throats. 

One morning, in early spring, the sun rose on the horizon line. Just as the first rays peaked over 
Ekoville, the blue sailboat came into view. Cameron Curio awoke to the sound of the fishing 
Man’s voice. 

“fish! Get your fish!” 

He rubbed his crusty eyes, threw on his clothes and dirty, beaten up sneakers, and sprinted out of 
his cottage, tearing toward the beach. 

“Pick a good one. Cam,” his mom called after him. 

It was a breezy, beautiful morning as Cam climbed the grass dunes onto the beach. With 
his sneakers off, his toes wriggled in the sand, igniting his spirits. He breathed the fresh salty air 
that seemed to wrap around and consume him. He took his time admiring and intently studying 
the crystal blue waves that curled along the shore, making sure to take in each breathtaking 
moment of the spring morning. 

Cam joined the rest of the townspeople on the dock, and waited in line to pick his fish. The 
man casually tossed the fish off the boat into the longing hands of the person in line, who would, 
in turn, thank him as they turned to walk home. It was Cam’s turn, and he approached the side 
of the sailboat, studying the immense pile of fish on the deck. 

“Whafll it be this mornin’. Sonny?” asked the man. 

“A fish, ” Cam replied innocently. 

“Oh, really?” said the fishing Man with a short laugh, “Which one?” 

“I like that one.” ’The five-year-old said, pointing to a large plump tuna. 

“Good choice. Laddie.” encouraged the fishing Man, with a wink. His sea green eyes 
twinkled with knowledge, like he had seen all there was to see and known all there was to know. 
Cam’s eyes, however, were fixated upon the tattoo on the Man’s right forearm. An anchor. 
Striking black and never fading. Nonetheless, little Cameron smiled a gappy-toothed, wide-eyed, 
smile and returned home with his prize. 

It was a fine tuna dinner that night in the Curio household. Cam and his parents happily 
devoured the fish, which so smoothly made its way down their throats and into their stomachs, 
satisfying every taste bud along the way. With a full belly, Cameron trotted up to bed. from 
his bedroom window, he watched the fishing Man. The sun began to set, like an orange fire in 
a purple sky, just as the boat sailed away into the deep, settling water, not to be seen until the 
morning. 

years passed along, and still, every dawn, the mysterious fishing Man sailed his boat 
up to the dock of Ekoville. Sadly, things began to change. The water turned a dingy brown 
and was filled with tons of debris. The factories gave off so much exhaust the people could 


practically taste it. Even the people changed. They wore Hoover Shoes, which enabled them to 
fly everywhere. They also had to wear Protective Suits, so that the sun’s deadly rays would not 
kill them. Electronics ruled their worlds and controlled every aspect of their rushed lives. They 
built gargantuan homes leaving no space for plants or trees. The wealth was unimaginable. 

What the people produced was even worse than what they had. The waste was 
overwhelming. The town created thousands upon thousands of bags of trash daily. Landfills 
became too full too fast, so the people turned to the ocean. They dumped all of it in the water, 
so much so that the trash piled up on the beach higher each day. As the town transformed, one 
thing remained the same. That was the desire and desperate need for the fishing Man’s heavenly 
fish. 

On an early spring morning. Cam, now much older, awoke to the sounds of hostile voices 
coming from the pier. He threw on his Protective Suit and Hoover Shoes, and flew towards the 
beach with the doors of his mansion slamming behind him. 

An angry mob of townspeople crowded next to the boat. 

“What do you mean there is no more fish!"yelled one man. 

“How could this be?" questioned another. 

“I am very sorry," the fishing Man said calmly, “but I have no fish for you." 

The crowd, extremely angry, flew away and went about their days not even noticing the mounds 
of trash on the beach. 

The man got off his empty sailboat and sat on the edge of the pier, his feet dangling over 
the trash infested ocean. Cameron Curio approached the Man and sat next to him. The fishing 
Man looked at Cam. He no longer had a twinkle in his eye. His face was weathered down and 
aged. His beard turned gray, and the anchor tattoo was no longer on his arm. 

“Mr. fisherman," inquired Cam, “why have you no fish?" 

“Well Sonny, they are all dead. 'The trash has killed them." 

“you mean to tell me I will never have another heavenly fish again?" 

With a sigh and a shake of his head the fishing man said, “you have a good head on your 
shoulders, boy. I see a lot of myself in you, a love of the Earth and Sea. you are wise beyond 
your years, that’s why I saved this for you ." With that the Man handed Cam a single fish. Awe 
struck. Cam studied the fish. He turned to thank the Man, but in a flash, the fishing Man, as well 
as his boat, was gone. 

for the rest of the day, Cameron sat on the edge of the pier, longing to have his old town 
back. Just as the orange, fire, sun, set into the purple sky. Cam held the fish in his hands and 
cried. He finally realized he was holding the very last fish. 


Katherine Barkman 
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Ignorance 


A warning, to my animal friends: 

Beware: the sunlight 
Entering the cave 

Beware: the titan 
Bearing fire 

Beware: the fruit tree 
Flowering in the garden 

Will you give up your wings, robin? 

Only to look up at the sky, and yearn to touch the clouds again? 

Will you give up your speed, cheetah? 

To stumble along on two legs, across mud and sand and stone? 

Did you know, dear spider. 

You will no longer be able to devour your husband 
Without eating a piece of yourself? 

Your wise men will call it freedom: 

They will not tell you about the pain. 

Beware: 

For I have learned that once you glimpse 
The pinpoint of light at the edges of your eyes 
You will never close your eyes again. 

I believe my soul 
Is beginning to dry out. 


Mac Finley 

Pennridge High School 
Grade 12 
Mrs. Kosa 
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The Crane 


Making her way into the new world, She gracefully bows. The Crane, 
her Venetian-lace feathers fluffing Jfke the smoky ribbon emittedfrom an 
extinguishedflame. The reflection of the sky blurs and twists^ mirror with 
ripples, Tgzily across the sea glass green, ^ut soon finding herself distracted 
by petite lilies drifting gently Glancing around, scrutinizing every detail There 
are unusual birds severalfeet to her right, theirfeathers crafted in absurd 
shapes and colors. Certainly none she would want to initiate any relationship 
with, yet their beady eyes exude benevolence, inviting her to join them, ^eing 
comforted by her new companions She gazes at her environment. The Crane 
bobs lightly to the edge of the pond dipping her toes, hesitantly testing these 
foreign place. She allows her slender legs to perpetuate her movement into the 
light water. 
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3top> taLfeliA/0 
I kvever oared abou.t 
AruyoiA^e so H/tw.oh 

I ooi/tLd lA/Cver staiA^d how the n/tath of hate is always 
Sw-btraotloiA/. 

■g>u.t yoi/t still waiA/t iA.othliA /0 to do with m-e 
I speiA/t three dam-iA, days 
TossliA /0 aiA,d tucriA/liA /0 Iia/ bed 
B-eoaucse ( oared abow-t how you. felt 
well lA/OW It's over 
Awd I'n/t lettlw 0 00 

The absolu.te 0 au.t^tlet of you.rfeell»A/ 0 s has fellled m.e 
AiA/d I'10^ lettliA/0 00 

i-tave a lA/loe dam-iA, life 
Okve day you. will fliA^d 
That -peo^ile waiA/t to help 
AiA^d I hope you. rem.em.ber m.e 
Prop m.e a lliA.e 
Let m.e feiA.ow 
Tell m.e ( was rl 0 ht 
i-tave a iA.loe dam.iA. life 

you. told m.e you. wou.ld lA.ever bu.rst m.y bu.bble 
So tell m.e why m.y face is plastered 
with the bucbble 0 u.m. of you.r liA.deolslveiA.ess 
you. told m.e you. were orazy aboutt m.e 
So theiA. why dldiA.'t you. show It? 

I 0ave you. everythI ia .0 aiA.d ia.ow 
you.'re pou.iA.dliA .0 oia. m.y heart 

with those sm.all •f.sts of lead 


■&ra.KtoiA. ThoriA. 

PetA.iA.rld 0 e H'l 0 h sohool 
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